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peared a little star, and all around it a pale circle. Salammbo continued :
" But thou art a terrible mistress! . . . Likewise produced by thee are monsters, frighttul phantoms, and deceitful dreams ; thine eyes devour the stones of the edifices, and during the periods of thy rejuvenescence the sacred apes fall ill. Whithergoestthouthen ? Why perpetually changest thou thy forms ? Sometimes narrow and curved, thou glidest through space as a mastless galley, or, in the midst of stars thou resemblest a shepherd guarding hisflock; anon shiningand round, thougrazest the top of the mounts like a chariot wheel!
" 0 Tanit, dost thou not love me ? I have watched thee so often! But, no, thou coursest in thine azure, whilst I remain on the motionless earth ? . .."
" Taanach, take your nebal and play softly on the silver cord, for my heart is sad."
The slave lifted a species of ebony harp, taller than herself, of a triangular shape like a delta, and placing the point in a crystal globe, began to play with both hands.
Tones succeeded, low, precipitous tones, like the buzzing of bees, and growing more and more sonorous, were wafted into the night, and mingled with the lament of the waves and with the soughing of the large trees on the summit of the Acropolis.
" Hush !" cried Salammbo.
" What is it mistress ? If a breeze but blow, or a cloud only passes, everything now vexes and disturbs you."
" I know not," she replied.
" You have over-fatigued yourself by praying too long," urged the slave,